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The Soule and Body riue nor more in parting. 

Then greatnefle going off. 

Cleo. To’th’Monument: 

Mardian, go tell him I haucflaine my felfc: 

Say, that the laff I fpoke was Anthony, 

A d wordit(prythce)pitteoufly. Hen cc21ardian. 

And bring-me how he takes my dea' h to’ch’Monument. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony, and Eros, 

Ant. Eros, thou yet bchold’ft me ? 

Eros, INoble Lord. 

Ant. Sometime we fee a dowd that’s Dragonifh, 

A vapour fometime; like a Beare,or Lyon, 

A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 

A forked Mountaineer blew Promontorie 
With Trees vpon’t, that nodde vnto the world. 

And mocke our eyes with Ayrc. 

Thou haft feene thefe Signes, 

They are blacke Vefpcrs Pageants. 

Eros, I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horfe, euen with a thoght 
the Racke diflimes, and makes it indiftintt 
As water is in W3ter. 

Eros, It does roy Lord. 

Ant. My good Knaue £rw,now thy Captaine is 
Euen fuch a body: Heere I am Anthony , 

Yet caflnoc hold this vifible fhape (my Knaue) 

I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 

Whofe heart I thought I had, for (liehad mine: 

Which whif ft it was mine,had atinext vntoo’c 
A Million moe, (now loft:) fhee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Cafars, and falfc plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 

Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Our felues to end our felucs. 

Enter Ttlardian, 

Oh thy vilde Lady,fhe has rob’d me of my Sword. 

Mar. No Anthony , 

My Miftris lou’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant. Hence fawey Eunuch pcace,flbc hath betraid me. 
And fhall dye the death. 

Mar. Death of one purfon, can be paide but once, 
And that (he ha’s difeharg’d. What thou would'ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand: the laft fhe fpake 
Was Anthony, mod Noble Anthony . 

Then in the midd’ft a tearing gronc did breake 
The name of Anthony: it was diuulcd 
Bccwecne her heart, and lips: (he rendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead, 

Ant. Vnarm tEros, tfie long dayes taskc is done. 

And we mtift fleepe: That thou depart’d hence fafe 
Does pay tf\y •labour richly; Go. exit Mardian. 

Off,plucke off. 

The feuen-fold fhield of Aiax cannot keepe 
The battery frprnmy heart. Ohtlcauemy fides. 

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy fauJe Cafe. Apace Eros, apace 1 . 

No more a Soltfier: bruifed peeces go, 

Yonhauebin Nobly borne.. From me awhile, exit Eros 
I will o’re-t ; ake thee Cleopatra , and 
Weepe for my pardon. So it muff be, for now 
All length is Torture: fince theTorch is out, 

Lye downc and ftray no farther. Now all labour 


Tr age die of 

Marres what it does: yea, very forceim^ t'^- 
It felfe with ftrength : Seale thcn :3 nd ali i, 8 ]'* 

Erot? I come my Queene. Eros> Stay f or m d ° ne ‘ 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wee'lh ' j • 

And with our fprightly Port make the Ghnn ' n 
Dido, and her ^neasfh all want Trooper ^ 1 

And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros Fr ot 
Enter Eros. 

€ros> What would my Lord > 

’Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, 

I haue liu’d in fuch difhonour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafenefTe. I, that with my s Wf>r ,i 
Quarter’d the World, and o’re 2recne Nenn. * i 
With Ships, made Citiesj condcmnc my felfeT? 3 ?" 
The Courage of a Woman, leffe Noble minde ° acke 
Then fhe which by her death, our Cafar tell es 
lam Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art f Worn e Em 
That when the exigent fhould come, which no » * 

Is come indeed : When I ftiould fee behindeme 
Th’ineuirable profecution of difgrace and horror 
That on my command, thou then would’ft kill ro 1 • 
Doo’t, the time is come: Thou ftrik’ft not me *' 
’Tis Cafar thou defcac’ft. Put colour in thy Cheek. 

Eros. TbeGodswith-holdme, * 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts 
(ThoughEnemy) loft aymc,andcould not, 5 
Ant, Eros , 

Would’ft thou be window’d in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with plcacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face fubdu'de 
To penctratiuc fhame j whil’ft the wheel’d fcate 
Of Fortunate Cafar drawne before him, branded 
His Balenefle that enfued. 

Eros. I would not fee’t. 

Ant. Come then: for with a wound I muftbe cur'd. 
Draw that thy heneft S word,which thou haft wornc 
Moft vfefull for thy Country, 

Eros. Oh fir,pardon me. 

Ant, When I did make thee free, fwor’ftjfnot then 
To do this when I bad thee ? Do it at once. 

Or thy precedent Seruices arc all 

But accidents vnpurpos’d. Draw,and come. 

Eros. 1 urne from me then that Noble countenance, 
Wherein the worflnp ofthc whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loe thee. 

Eros. My fword is drawne. 

Ant, Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it, 

Eros, My deere Mafter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, Harwell. 
oAnt. Tis faid roan, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ftrike now i 
Ant. Now£rw. Ktlles bin)felfc. 

Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I do efcapethe forrow of Anthonies death.' 

e Ant. Thrice-Nobler thentny felfc, 

Thou tcacheft me: Oh valiant Eros, what 
I ftiould, and thou could’ft not, my Queene and Eros 
Haue by their braue infti u<ftion got vpon me 
A NoblcnefTein Record. But I will bee 
A Bridc-groomeinmy death, and run intoo’c 
As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros , 

Thy Mafter dies thy Schollcr; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How,not dead! Not dead ? 

The Guard,how ? Oh difpatch me. 

Enter 


<Antbony and Qeopatra. 




Enter a Guard, 

t.Cuard. What’s the noife ? 

Ant. I haue dofie my worke illFriends: 

Oh make an end of what 1 haue begun, 
a The Starrc is faine. 
j And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas,and tooe. 

Ant. Lee him that loues me,ftrike me dead, 
i Notl- 
j Norl. 

3 Nor any one. _ exeunt 

percensi.Thy death and fortunes bid thy folowers fly 
This fword but ftiewnc to Cxfar with thsstydings. 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomede:, 

J)io. Where’s Anthony ? 

Deere. There Diomed there. 

rjyiom. Liueshe: wilt thou not anlwerman? 

Ant. Art thou there Diomed} 

Draw thy fwotd, 3nd giue mce, 

Suffifing ftrokesfor death, 

J)tor». Moft abfolutc Lord : 
jdyMiftris Ciecp.ttra fent me to thee. 

Ant. When did fhee fend thee? 

Tiotts. Now my Lord. 

Anth■ Where is (lie? (feare 

D/o»w.Lockt in her Monument: flic had a Prophcfying 
Of what hath come to paffe : for when fli e few 
(Which neucr fhall be found) you did fufpett 
She had difpos’d with Cxfar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, file fent you word fhe was dead: 
Buc fearing fince how it might worke,hath lent 
Me to prodakne the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late good Diomed: call my Guard I prythee. 
Dio. Whathoa: the Emperors Guard, 

The Guard,what hoa i Come,your Lord calles. 

Enter 4. or 5. of the Cured cfzAntbony. 

Ant. Beare me good Fl iends where Cleopatra bides, 
’Tis the laft feruice that! ftiali command you. 

1 Woe,woe are we fir,you may not liue to weare 
All your true Followers our. 

All. Moft heauy day. 

Ant. Nay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punifh vs,and wc puniftt ic 
Seeming to beare it lightly. Take me vp, 

I haue ledjyou oft, carry roe now good Friends, 

And haue my thankes for all. Exit bearing A> thony 

Enter Cleopatra, and her Maidet aloft, with 
Char mi an (fr Iras. 

Cleo. Oh Char Titian, 1 will neurr go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted deerc Madam, 

Cleo. No, lw ill not: 

All ftrange and terrible euents arc welcome, 

But comforts wc difpiie; our fize of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be ss great 
As that which makes ic. 

Enter Diomed. 

How now? is he dead ? 

Diont His death’s vpon him, but not dead. 

Lookc out o’th other fide your Monument, 

His Guard haue brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony,and the Guard. 


Cleo. OhSunne, 

Burne the great Sphere thou mou’ft in, darkling fland 
The varrying ftiore o’th’world.O Antony, Antony,Antony 
Hclpe Ckarmian, hclpe Iras helpe: hclpe Friends 
Below, let’s drawbim hither. 

Ant. Peace, 

Not (faftrs Valour hath o’rcthrowne Anthony, 

But Anthonie's hath Triumpht on it felfe. 

Cleo. So it ftiould be. 

That none but Anthony flhould conquer Anthony, 

But woe’tis fo. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying; onely, 

] heereimpomine death a-while, vntill 
Of many thouf and kifles, the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 

Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not. 

Leaf! I be taken: nor thTmperious fhew 
Of the full.Fortun’d Cafar, euer ftiail 
Be brooch’d with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpent* haue 
Edge,fting,or operation. I am fafe: 

Your Wife Oftauia, with her modeft eyes. 

And ftiil Conclufio'n, fhall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me: but come, come Anthony , 

Helpe me tny women, we muft draw chi e vp : 

Afliftgood Friends. 

Ant. Oh quicke.or I am gone. 

Cleo. Hcere’y fport indeede : 

How heauy weighes my Lord ? 

Our ftrengch is all gone into heautnefle. 

That makes the waighc. Had I greac/«»fl’s power. 

The ftrong wing’d Mercury fhould fetch thee vp, 

And fet thee by loues fide. Yet come a little, 

Wifhers were euer Foolcs. Oh come, come, come. 

They heatte Anthony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haftlitfd, 
Quicken with killing: had my lippes that power, 

Thus would I weare them out. 

All, A heauy fight. 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 

Giue me fome Wine, and let me fpeake a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeake, and let me ray le fo hye, 
That the falfe HufwifeFortune, breake her Whceie, 
Prouok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word (fweet Queene) 

Of Cafar feeke your Honour, with yeur fafety. Oh. 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle heare me, 

None about Cafar truft, but ProcnleuU■ 

Cleo. My Rsfolution,and my hands,Ile truft. 

None about Cafar, 

Ant. The mi ferable change now army end, 1! 
Lament tior forrow at: but pleale yot r thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former Fortunes 
Wherein I lined. The greateft Prince o’th’world. 

The Nobleft: and do now not bafely dye, 

Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman,by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquifh’d. Now my Spirit i» going, 

I can nc more. 

Cleo. Nobleftofmen,woo’tdye? 

Haft thou no care of me, fhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence is 
No better then a Stye ? Oh fee my women: 

„Thc Crowne o’th’earth doth melt. My Lord ? 

Oh wither’d is the Garland of the W arre. 






























































